The tttejf Lament Able T rage die 

Samp. I the heads of the maidcs,or their maiden heads, take 
it in what fence thou wilt. 

Grego. They muft take it in fenfe , that feele it. 

Samp. Me they (hall feele, while I am able to (land , and tis 
knownel am a pretty peecc offlefh, 

(jrtgt. Tis well thou art not fifh, if thou hadft, thou hadft 
beenepoore Iohn : dravvthy toole here comes of the houfe of 

Mount agues. 

Enter two other [eruingmen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
Greg. How, tutne thy back and runne? 

Sam p. Feare me not. 

Qre. No marric , I feare thee. 

Samp. Let vs take the Law of our (ides , let them begin. 

Gre. Iwill frowne as Ipafle by>& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they carc,Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgracc to them if they beare ir. 

Abra. Doe you bitcyour thumb at vs fir. ? 

Samp. I doe bite my tlitimd fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. Is the Law of our fide if I fay 1? 

Gre. No. 

Samp, No fir, I doe not bite my thumb at you fir , but I bi?e 
my thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyouquarrell fir? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp , But if you doe fir, I am for you, I ferueasgooda 
man as you. 

Abra. No better. 

Samp, Well fir. Enter Benteolio, 

(jre. Say better, here comes one of my Maifters kinfmen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw ifyou be men,Gr#/»ri>.temember thy fwa/hing 
blowe. They fight. 

Be»u. Part foolcs, put vp your (words , you know not what 
you doe 
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ofRomee and Juliet. 

Enter Tib ah. 


orb h What art thou drawne among thefe hartleffe hinds: 
Joe thee Bennolio ,looke vpon thy death 
Ben I doc but keepe the peace, put vp thy (word, 


t'Jtne 

or JjTvvK I h « c the word, 

as 1 hate hell, all Mountague: and thee: 

HaUC Writer three or four e Citizens with clubs or partjfons. 

Off Clubs, Bflles and Partyfons, firike , beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Meant agues. 

Enter old Capulet in hisgowue ,and his Wife. 

Capu. What ooyfe is this? giuememy long (word hoe, 
rnfe. A crowch, a crowch, why call you fora fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mount ague is come, 
AndflorHhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Mean. Thou villaioe Capulet, hold me not, let me goc. 
M.Wtfe. a. Thou (halt not ftir one foote to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskalcs, with his trains. 

Prince. Rebellious fubie&s enemies to peace, 

Propbaners ofthisneighbour-ftained fteele. 

Will they not heare? what ho, you men, you beads: 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 

With purple fountaines iffuing from your veines: 

On paine of torture , from thofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your mifiempered weapons to the ground. 

And heart the fcntencc of your moued Prince. 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague , 

Haue thrice difturbde the quiet of our ftreets. 

And made Veronas auncient Citizens, 

Caft by their gtauebefeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 

Cancred with peace , to party our cancrcd hate; 

If eueryou difturbe our ftreets againe. 

Your Hues (hall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

A 3 For 





